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Boding to all.) He had my hankerchcr. 
lag. I,wnatof that ? 

Oth, That’s not fo good now, 

lag. Whatiflhadfaid I had feene him do you wrong? 

Or heard him fay (as knaues be fueh abroad) 

Who halting by their ownc importunate fuite. 

Or by the voluntaty dotage of fome miftris, 

ConuincedjOrfupplied them,cannocchufe. 

But they muft blab. 

Oth. Hath he faid any thing ? 

lag. He hath my Lord,but be you Well affur’d, 

No mere then hee’l vnfweare. 

Oth. What hath he fay d ? 

Jag. Faith that he did — I know not what he did, 

Oth. But what? lag. Lye. 

Oth. With her? 

lag. With hcr,on her, what you will, 

Oth. Lie withher,lieonher? We fay lieoa her, when they bely 
her; lye with foer,Z.oui?s, that’s fulfome,handkerchers,Confeflion, 
hankerchers. Hefalsdomt. 

lag. Worke on my medicine, worker thus credulous foolcs are 
caught.and many worthy and chofte dames, euenthus all guiltlefle, 
mectc reproach ; What ho my Lord, my Lord I f zy, Othello } --how 
now Ca/sio. Eater Caftio. 

Caf. What’s the matter ? 

Jag. My Lord is falne into an Epilepfy, 

This is his fecond fit,he had one yefterday. 

Gaf. Rub him about the Temples. 
lag. No,fbrbeare, 

The Lcthcrgie,muft haue his quiet courfe. 

It not he foames at mouth,and by and by 
Bteakcs out to fau age madnefle: iooke he ftitres: 

Doe you withdraw your felfe a little while. 

He will recouer ftraight,whcn he is gone , 

I would on great dccafion fpeake with you; 

How is it Generali, haue you not hurt your head .? 

Oth. Doeft thou mocke me ? 
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lag, I mocke you ? no by Heauen, 

Would you would beare your fortunes like a man. 

Oth. A horned man’s a monfter,and a beaft; 

Jag. There’s many a beaft then in a populous City, 
And many a ciuill monfter. 

Oth. Did he confefle ? 

lag. Good fir be a man, , 

Thinke euery bearded fellow, that’s but yoak’d, 

May draw with you, there’s millions now aliue. 

That nightly lyes in thofe vnproper beds. 

Which they dare fwcare'peculiar : your cafe is better : 

0 tis the fpite of hell, the fiends arch mocke. 

To lip a wanton in afccureCoach, 

And to fuppofc her chafte : No,let me know. 

And knowing what I am,l know what {lie {ball be. 
Oth. O thou art wife,tis certame. 
lag. Stand you awhile apart, 

Confine your felfe but in a patient lift : 

Whilft you were here ere while, mad with your griefc, 
A paflion moft vnfutin g fuch a man, 

Gafsio came hither, I {hifted him away, 

And layed good fcufe.vpou your extacy, 

Bid him anon retirc,and here fpeake with me. 

The which he promifde : butincaue your felfe. 

And marke the Ieeres,thc Iibe$,and notable fcornes. 
That dwell in euery region of his face ; 

For I will make him tell the tale anew, 

Where, hoW,how ©ft,bow long agoe,and when. 

He has, and is againe to cope your wife : 

1 fay, but marke his ieafture,maty patience,... 

Or. I (ballfay ,you arc all in all,in fpleenc. 

And nothing of a man. 

Oth. Doeft thouheare/4jr<v 
I will be found moft cunning in my patience ; 

But doeft thou heare.moft bloody. 

Jag. That’s not amiffe : 

But yet keepe time in all ; will youwvithdraw ? 
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